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UNDERWEAR

outdoor apparel

of

PENMANS LIMITED
HOSIERY

sweater coat
isin
the wearing!

To the most critical eye, a Pen-Angle
Sweater Coat excels ary other kind in
the evident care with which it was so
beautifully knit and finished. The try-
ing-on test shows it has the stylish look pe n
and snug, smooth fit you demand of your
Examination of the
material reveals the superfine quality of the
wool yarn that makes it so fleecy, light and
warm. But neither of these three superficial
tests can prove how worthy these knit garments are of your
preference and the famous trade-mark they bear. That proof is
is in the wearing of them under every outdoor condition—for hunting,
boating, golfing, skating, sleighing, driving, walking.
Angle process knits them perfectly into lasting shape, they remain smart
looking and neat-fitting; and

the wear is there.

CANADIAN COURIER.

a

Since the Pen-

- PARIS, CANADA
SWEATERS

AND

Have

Case
Sent

Home

It provides for an ever ready
beverage for meals, lunches, etc.,
or for mere refreshment.

COSGRAVE’S
PALE ALE

is the best for the home on ac-
count of its purity and extra health-
fulness.

Family trade supplied by any

dealer. :_J

——

Unseen
Naiad Protects

B NAIAD DRESS SHIELD

Absolutely free from rubber, sulphur, and poisonous cement. Can

be sterilized after use by immersing 1n boilin}
onds only. “The Queen of Dress Shields.

water for a few, sec-
Best dry goods a.nig

notioL stores evecrywhere sell Naiad. 1f unable to procure
your own town remit 25 cents ani we will mail you a pair.

WRINCH. MCLAREN & CO.

Sole Canadian Manufacturers
- TORONTO, Camada

77 Wellington W. -

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS PLEASE MENTION ‘‘THE CANADIAN COURIER."

‘A Cupid

in Corduroy
(Continued from page ‘9.)

her hair in pigtails an’ a flowery wrap:
per on, she let out a little squeal o’ joy
an’ runs up ter me.

“My, but I'm glad ter see yer, Ben!
I was sure you was lost, an’ Captall
Fitz-Jones was goin’ ter start right off
after breakfast ter hunt for yer.”

“He was, was he,” says I. “Will T've
had a dandy lark lookin’ for him &
night.”

“You poor dear old thing. Why soon’s
he’'d shot his b’ar an’ skinned it he come
back an’ led us home, sayin’ you'd fol-
low ’fore long. I hope yer didn’t cateh
yer death o° cold.” =

“Nothin’ but a crab,” says I, tryit
my derndest ter crack a grin.

Well, sir, it took me three solid days
ter git up spunk enough to try agall,
but if I didn’t I seen poor Sylvaia wou
be lost in spite of herself. Jones was
gittin’ more bold every minute an’ the
old folks was eggm’ him on as if they
were ’feared he’d still get away on ‘e
It was the sight o’ the b’ar skin thab the
soldier had shot that told me how ter g0
to work.

Yer don’t want ter ever personate &
critter when there’s guns erbout—it’s too
risky. So first I had ter fix things B
that this bloodthirsty sport wouldh
butt in a second time. The only way.
could do it was ter appeal direct to his
sense o’ modesty—the one weak spob 5
seemed ter have in his thick hide. Why
lie was so timid erbout bein’ seen in &
disabilly state that he’d walk half a m}lt’;
from the tents to take his morn®
plunge an’ then Ill be hanged if he
didn’t wear a bathin’ suit. As luck
would have it he’d left all his fine git-
ups at Plaster Rock and brought ony
his huntin’ togs into the woods. These
lie'd hang up by the fire when he’d turnt
in, an’ I once warned him that accidents
might happen. :

Well, one happened that very mght{
an’ next mornin’ we woke up ter ¢
nothin’ left of his pants but the button®
an’ the seat. ¢

“It wouldn’t be so bad if it werel
jest the sort o’ day that the fish will be
bitin’ like mad,” I says, sadly, at the
door of the tent. )

The soldier stopped his mutterin’ 82
says maybe I could loan a pair fro
whoever it is is campin’ on Butto?
Island. ;

“Ill do my best,” says I, an’ paddle
aCTOoSSs,

Pottle wouldn’t take no notice of me
til 1 told him what I was doin’ an’ the
trouble poor Jones was in.  Then he
grinned a bit an’ says to tell his honesty
that he’s awful sorry but he ain’t got
but one suit an’ he’ll be needin’ tha
himself. .

So I goes back an’ explains, an’ ther)
pullin’ Miss Spraggs aside, winks ae
tells her that there’s a fish bigger'n tho;;e
Jones had been tellin’ of waitin’ t0 U,
hooked at the foot o’ the lake &4
wouldn’t she come an’ try her luck. ¥ -
somehow she had a hankerin’ for hom®
life that day, an’ 1 finally had ter DU
erbout the sport’s state of undré?

makin’ him nervous o’ havin’ 0.“‘3

erbout ’afore she’d change her mi?

an’ agree ter come. ip

Maria also thought she’d better ;eef
e

off, but Josiah stayed back ter
up his guest an’ help him invent & n’rt-
kind o’ garment out of a night-Shide
The three of us an’ the fishin’ t8¢%5
then paddled down to the outlet &be
Sylvaia got busy with the flies. et
hooked a couple o’ grilse an’ it g0
an’ her ma so excited that I 1.meW
could sneak off without bein’ missers
Soon’s I was out o’ sight I mafe T
short cut through the woods, 8% e
weren’t long before I was back ter les
camp. Then I went down on my a8
an’ crawled up to where the skifl Ty’
dryin’ in the sun, pulled it free ;g
ducks back ter cover without Secmu.ld
sign o’ the two men, though
| hear them pow-wowin’ in the tent b
“Things are bound ter come gelf’
right this time,” says I to my~ oy

“provided that fool Pottle don’t g1
muddled up.” ;

When T'd returned to the WomZugl
lay down in the brakes an’ waited e
it was time ter act, which mustallyI

fin
But e

been a good hour later. )
seen a figure in grey comin




